But this brief indication of the problem of building out of the man will
not clear up the question as to what is style, either. But a little by way of
suggestion, maybe.
Man's struggle to illuminate creation, especially his own, is another
tragedy, that's all.
About this time Mr. and Mrs. Avery Coonley came to the Oak Park
workshop to ask me to build a home for them at Riverside, Illinois,
They had gone to see nearly everything they could learn that I had done
before they came.
The day they finally came into the Oak Park workshop Mrs. Coonley
said they had come because it seemed to them they saw in my houses 'the
countenance of principle'. This was to me a great and sincere compliment.
So I put my best into the Coonley house. Looking back upon it, I feel now
that that building was the best I could then do in the way of a house.
The story of this dwelling, most successful of my houses from my stand-
point, is not included, as descriptions of ideals and the nature of my crea-
tive effort in house building already given apply particularly to this
characteristic dwelling.
KUNO FRANCKE
Kuno Francke was Roosevelt exchange-professor in aesthetics at Har-
vard. He came out to the Oak Park workshop from Chicago. He had seen
the new type house standing about on the prairies, asking the name of the
architect each time, and again getting the same name for an answer.
Mine.
A German friend, finally, at the professor's request, brought Francke and
his charming wife to Oak Park for a short visit. Kuno Francke stayed all day
and came back the next day. He, too, as had Mr. Waller and Uncle Dan,
wanted me to go to Europe; but he wanted me to go to Germany, stay
there and go to work.
'I see that you are doing organically', he said, 'what my people are feel-
ing for only superficially. They would reward you. It will be long before
your own people will be ready for what you are trying to give them.7
I had always loved old Germany—Goethe, Schiller, Nietzsche, Bach—
the great architect who happened to choose music for his form—Beethoven
and Strauss. And Munich! This beloved company—-were they not Ger-
many? And Vienna. Vienna had always appealed to my imagination.
Paris? Never!
It would be wonderful to go!
But I had resisted up to this time, only dreaming of Europe.
Earlier, C. R. Ashbee of the London Arts and Crafts movement, while
lecturing in America as the representative of the Natural Trust for Planes
of Historic Interest and Natural Beauty, had corne at Jane Addams' insti-
gation to see me. He had stayed to urge a not dissimilar mission uponrme.
He had been made to see the future I saw in the United States. Now how
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